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twelve was dancing round the other two, shrieking
like a wild dervish and hurling stones at his brother's
assailant. A few women came rushing up to me in
tears: " Ay, madre mia, do separate them. Captain ;
there will be murder in a moment." It suddenly
came to me that I had left my revolver at home;
I found myself in the unpleasant position of a
policeman without a weapon. I felt I was running
the risk of being set upon by the whole street if I
went meddling with their business. How I managed
it, I don't know, but to make a long story short I
found myself at a certain moment between the
two combatants, who were being held down by the
women, and saying something to the effect that we
really had something better to do at such a time as
this than to be flying at each others5 throats. With
shrugs and curses the aggressor withdrew, but the
little brother had to be forcibly disarmed, for he was
already preparing to go after him with a stone.
The other boy, whom I was now holding down, had
broken down completely. He was crying with rage
and calling upon heaven and hell to witness that
he was no deserter: " I'm no deserter, Captain,
that's a lie of that scallywag's; I can show you my
papers; I was rejected because of my bad lungs."

On my way back to the Hotel Majestic I had
ample time to consider the difference between the
Russian civil war and the Spanish. The hirelings
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